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time observe the occupant of the room. And no
wonder; he was sitting in front of a little table,
so perfectly still, much more still than the un-
living figures around him. He was examining,
with a magnifying glass, some small object he
held in his hand, so closely and intently that
Griselda, forgetting she was only looking at a
" picture," almost held her breath for fear she
should disturb him. He was a very old man, his
coat was worn and threadbare in several places,
looking as if he spent a great part of his life in one
position. Yet he did not look poor, and his face,
when at last he lifted it, was mild and intelligent
and very earnest.
While Griselda was watching him closely there
came a soft tap at the door, and a little girl
danced into the room. The dearest little girl you
ever saw, and so funnily dressed! Her thick
brown hair, rather lighter than Griselda's, was
tied in two long plaits down her back- She had a
short red slcirt with silver braid round the bottom,
and a white chemisette with beautiful lace at the
throat and wrists, and over that again a black
velvet bodice, also trimmed with silver. And she
had a great many trinkets, necklaces, and brace-
lets, and ear-rings, and a sort of little silver